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Though the Hafiz never definitely told the woman
she soon enough surmised that this was the famous
ring. "When I cut bread I must take it off," she told
friends and showed that the knife would not traverse
the loaf while it was on.

One evening the goodwife came to her husband
much distressed. "It is lost/' she wailed. "When I
soaped the clothes on the rocks up the mountain my
finger held the magic ring. Now it has vanished."

All the neighbours came to search the river pools
where the Malay women do their laundry work, the
house in Dorp Street, the mosque.

It was gone, once and for all.

Abdul Mallik is still living, a grizzled man as positive
about the magic powers of his ring as he is of being
alive. Crowds of Moslems who still walk this earth
saw its qualities exercised.

To enter into business relations with the widow of
a man who possessed a real Arabian Night's charm
certainly appeared a fascinating adventure for a man
in this century.

After about eight or nine lazy days, the doctor com-
manded one of his innumerable servants to fetch the
Shereefah's Wakeel or major domo. Smiling and
salaaming the venerable, turbaned Imam arrived.

He read my letter of introduction which was addressed
to his mistress in her hereditary capacity as Matof
(Pilgrim Guide). Owing to the immense numbers of
pilgrims, hundreds of thousands, who reach Jeddah
each year, it is as impossible for these much-respected